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Rye was being cut, it seemed, at a croft called
Rouko; harvesters were working along three
plots. Every now and again a back would
straighten and a sheaf come flying over a raised
head. An old man calls for ale; some of the
harvesters are clearly drunk. * What if they
start fighting? What if some one beats me?5
Jussi thought.

Jussi found most of those he was to give orders
to at the Rouko harvest-bee. He went up to
each of them a little timidly and gave his message
in the tone of one repeating a lesson learned by
heart. The eyes of one of the men glared
ominously, moisture trickled on to his beard and
his mouth took on a queer twist as he listened to
Jussi.

" Has Kalle's rye started to shake off the ear? "
he asked in an aggrieved voice.

" It's not dropping yet, but------" Jussi answered

shyly, a little alarmed. Nobody, however,
bothered to tease him. He went back to the road
to continue his journey to those crofts whose
tenants he had not met here.

The night is cool. A harvest-dance is on at
Rouko, and Jussi Tuorila is still there. At the
farthermost croft to which he carried his message
he was joined by one of his comrades at Confirma-
tion Class who persuaded him to come back to